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jrhe wojl lamentalU Tragedy 
Till I conveniently could fend to 
But when I came lome minute ere the time 
Ofher awaking, here untimely lay 
The noble and true dead. 

She wakes, and I entreated her come forth. 

And beare this worke of heaven with patience r 
But then a noife did fcare me from the tombe. 

And Ihe too defperate would not goe with me. 

But as it feemes did violence on her felfe. 

All this 1 know, and to the marriage the Nurfe is privic: 
And ifought in this milcarriedby ray fault. 

Let my old life be (acrific’d fome hour before the time. 
Unto the rigour of fevereft Jaw. 

pri. We ttill have knowne thee for a holy man. 

W here’s %^eo's man ? what can he fay to this ? 

Bal. I brought my Mafter newes o^JttUets death, 
And then in poft he came from Mantua 
To this fame place , to this fame monument : 

This letter he earely bid me give his Father, ' ’ 

And threatned me with death going in the vault. 

If I departed not and left him there. 

Pri, Give me the letter, I will looke onit. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the Watch } 
Sirrahjwhac made your Mafrer in this place ? 

Boy, He came with flowers to flrew his Ladies grave. 
And bid me ftand aloofe ; and fb I did : 

Anon comes one with light to ope the tombe. 

And by and by my Mafter drew on him. 

And then I ran away to call the watch. 

Pri. This letter doth make goodthe Friers words. 
Their courfe of love, the tidings ofher death ; 

And here he writes that he did buy a poyfbn 
Ofa poore Pothecary , and therewithal! 

Came to this vault, to dye and lye with Juliet. 

Where be thefe cncmits} Capulet, Mountague, 

See what a fcourge is laid upon your hate. 

That heaven Andes meanes to kill your joy es with lovej 


And 
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*nd I for winldng at your difewds too 
Have loft a brafeof Kinfmen : all are puniftit. 

Caf. O brother Mount ague, give me thy hand > 

This IS my daughters jointute,for no more 
Can I demand-. 

Moun^ But I can give thee more ; 

For I will raife her ftatue in pure gold, 

That whiles Verona by that name is knowne. 

There ftiall no figure at that rate be fet. 

As that of true and faithfull Juliet. 

Cap . As rich (hall Romeo’s by his Ladies lye ; 
Pocrcftcrifices of our enmity. _ _ 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brings 
The fun for Ibrrow will not (hew his head. 

Goe hence to have more talke of thefe fad things. 

Some fhall be pardoncd,and fome punilhed. 

For never was a Storie of more woe. 

Than this of Juliet and her Romeo, 


FINIS.. 


